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berths capable ot accommodating some ninety boys,
where clean and comfortable lodgings can be let at
sixpence a night; and the other for a reading, sitting,
or lecture room, furnished with books and papers,
and where they can be collected, if willing, for some
simple instruction, lectures or reading. The same
room is used also for assembling them on the Sabbath for religious purposes ; and the whole is under
the superintendence of a gentleman who brings a
large heart full of interest to the work. A box also
is kept to gather up their earnings, to be vested in
the sixpenny savings-bank. These boys are worth
too much to society to be left to die in gin-shops, or
swell the class of sharpers or blacklegs, and this is
missionary work applied to their peculiar circumstances. The beginning is good, and we hope it will
succeed ; indeed, one of the most cheering tokens of
the increase of practical Christianity, is the earnest,
persevering, self-sacrificing efforts made by children,
men, and women in behalf of those who hitherto
have been regarded below or beyond the reach of
help—the heathen of our cities.
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For The Child's Paper.
THE NEWS-BOY.
In the city of New York there are supposed to be
between five and six hundred boys who get their living
by selling newspapers. Their earnings average two
or three shillings a day; on the Sabbath, they rise
often to two or three dollars, the six-penny Sunday
papers being far the most profitable. Some of these
boys have friends and home, but the greater part are
orphans, or worse than orphans, without homes at
night or schools by day, and surrounded by none of
those influences which we consider necessary for improvement or happiness. They are a non-descript
class. Think of one such as is sometimes seen : his
cap without a visor ; his coat-tail dragging at his
heels ; holes at the elbows ; knees peeping through
his trousers; a boot on one foot, and shoe on the
other ; his face with a thin, old, worn look, as if life
was in the laud of Hard-scrabble, and yet, after all,
not altogether an unhappy one. The boy in the picture seems one of the better sort.
Their evenings are usually spent at the low saloons
or theatres, or some under-ground places of pleasure;
and their nights, where are they passed ? Let us go
down the stairs in front of the Sun office, and there,

in a large charcoal-box under the sidewalk, five or
six are fast asleep: on a pile of refuse paper in the
lower hall of the Tribune office, half a dozen take up
their nightly quarters; and others, when the weather
is not too bad, fling themselves on the bricks in the
open court below. Such are the shifts they make to
find lodging : what do the boys with nice chambers
and clean beds think of that ? The news-boys cleave
together, and often recognize each other only by
their slang names, as " Sneezer," " Chops," " Leatherhead," " Booby-hut," and many of their phrases it
would puzzle a lawyer to guess the drift of. The boys
are both shrewd and smart, but there was little hope
that their abilities would be .sharpened for much
future benefit either to themselves or others, for they
live down, down, in the very lowest strata of society,
far below all wholesome influences. They grow up
half savages, only to tenant prisons, stir up strifes,
die early and miserable deaths, or become vagabonds
nobody knows where.
Happily the practical benevolence of New York
has been recently turned to the news-boys. In the
upper story of the Sun-buildings, corner of Nassau
and Fulton streets, two apartments have been fitted
up, one for a lodging-room with wooden standing

For The Child's Paper.
DON'T DESTROY THIS PAPER.
Itris too good. It will do much good if yon send
it to those who do not take it. There are many little boys and girls so very poor, that they have no
money to pay even for this little paper, and their
parents do not care enough about them to take it
for them. Yet, many of these poor little children
would be as glad to read this paper as you are ; and
they would understand it, and no doubt it would be
the means of keeping many of them from leading a
very wicked life in this world, and save them from a
miserable eternity.
Now, if you can do so much good by sending this
paper to some poor little child who has no good
books and no pious friends to teach him about Jesus
Christ and his love for poor sinners, ought you not
to send it? I propose to all the little boys and
girls who take this paper, that they never destroy it;
but each month, after carefully reading it, carry it,
or send it, to some neglected child who needs instruction. If, however, you wish to keep your papers, so
as to read them hereafter—which I would advise all
to do—then subscribe for another copy, and send that.
Every little boy or girl who does so, may be more
happy for the good they did when they stand at the
judgment-seat of Christ.
m. k. r.
For The Child's Paper.
THE RIGHT REMEDY.
One night, as I was sleeping with little Mary, she
awoke, and drawing herself very close to me, and
putting her arm around me, she said, "Mother, I
dreamed that something came in at the window, and
said it would eat me up ; but I do not think it will, for
I have prayed that it may not." In a few moments
she drew more closely to me and whispered, " Mother,
will you pray for me ?"
Mary's danger was an imaginary one, but she had
found the right remedy. With God for our protector
and friend, we need fear no evil. He will be our
shield and buckler. In the darkness of the night, as
well as by day, God sees us; and to him must we
direct our prayer that no evil shall befall us, nor any
plague come nigh our dwelling.
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For The Child's Paper.
WHO IS THE LOED1
The Bible answers, " Great is the Lord, and greatly to be praised; and his greatness is unsearchable.
The Lord is gracious, and full of compassion ; slow to
anger, and of great mercy. The Lord is good to all,
and his tender mercies are over all his works. All
thy works shall praise thee, 0 Lord, and thy saints
shall bless thee ; they shall speak of the glory of thy
kingdom, and talk of thy power. Thy kingdom is an
everlasting kingdom, and thy dominion endureth
throughout all generations. The Lord upholdeth all
that fall, and raiseth up all those that be bowed down.
Thou openest thy hand, and satisfiest thedesire of every
living thing. The Lord is nigh unto all them that call
upon him, to all that call upon him in truth ; he will
hear their cry, and will save them. My mouth shall
speak the praise of the Lord ; and let all flesh bless
his holy name for ever and ever."
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For The ChHd's Paper.
PEAISE THE CREATOR.
" Praise the great Creator," said Pmbert the gardener. " Every thing around us speaks his praise.
Small praise is due to me. I dig and plant and weed
and trim, but can I make a single seed grow? Can I
paint one flower-leaf, or give to it a pleasant odor ? Can
I bring a single peach out of that limB, or give to it
its flavor ? Skilful gardening is little more than taking hinderances out of the way, that God's beautiful
works may be seen. And God would have been unspeakably good, if there had been no flowers to
please the eye and delight the smell, and if there had
been not one half the variety of fruits and vegetables
to gratify our appetite. "What thanks then are due
to him for beautifying the earth which our sins have
cursed, and making it so abundant in healthy fruits,
when in justice he might have made it bring forth
only briers and thorns."
For The Child's Paper.
BENNY AND THE PRIZE.
It was examination-day in the little district of
. Every boy and girl had been looking forward
to it with unusual interest, because the school-mistress had offered a prize to the best scholar, and it
being the summer, when the big boys were farming,
it was the little boys' turn to try for it. Oh, what a
stir it made among the school-books. For some time
it was quite a question who would get it, but the
scholars had begun to think it lay between Ben Hill
and Roland Green; and every one hoped Benny
would beat, for Benny was the best boy that ever
was, they said. As for Roland, he was such a brag
because the squire was his grandsire, that they could
not bear him.
Benny loved his books, but he was often called to
help his mother ; for she was sick, and a widow, and
had no child but him. Since the prize was offered,
his poor mother was often neglected. She did not
so much mind this, but she felt sorry to see how
fretful he had grown, and how he hurried through his
prayers, and seldom read in his Testament; and all
the more because she once hoped he loved his Saviour
and was a child of God, and she now feared that his
piety was like the morning dew that passeth away.
Benny studied and studied, and all the boys said,
" Benny will beat." Examination-day came ; he put
on a clean shirt and trousers, his mother tied a ribbon
through his collar; and he strutted up and down the
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kitchen more with the air of a peacock than of the
kind and meek child he used to be. " Mother,'" said
he, " I feel sure of it; and last night I dreamt so. I
wish you could come up to the school-house and see
the way I shall beat Roland Green."
This vain-glorious talk did not please his mother;
and as soon as he had gone, she fell on her knees
and prayed God to save Benny from a proud and foolish heart. The forenoon passed away, and by and
by she heard quick steps on the green, and Benny
broke into the kitchen. Oh, what a change had
come over his face. " Oh, mother, I've lost it 1" he
cried, running into the little bed-room and flinging
himself on his bed in an agony of grief and disappointment. The mother saw how the case stood, and
asked within herself, what shall I do ? A nd as she
thought, perhaps God himself will comfort the child,
a troop of boys came down the lane talking very
loud and angrily. "Mrs. Hill," they cried, gathering round the door, " it's a clear cheat. Roland
Green no more wrote that copy than the man in the
moon did. Jeff Ryder says his uncle from York
state wrote it, and I say so too," " and I," " and I,"
shouted the other boys.
" No such thing," came a husky voice from the bedroom ; " Roland Green wrote it himself; I saw him
write it in the school-house, when I stept in yesterday as I was driving my cow home. Roland Green
did write it." The boys gathered round the bedroom window, and whenever they tried to comfort
Benny for his defeat by speaking against Roland,
Bonny took his part; at other times he said nothing,
and only sorrowfully looked at the opposite wall.
" Oh, mother," said Benny humbly, as they sat and
talked together at the twilight hour, " I don't know
as it was so much Roland that beat me, as it was God
who would not let me beat; for, mother, I felt very
grand. I felt as if I could walk over all the boys'
heads. I was not as I used to be. I did not pray as I
used too; and if I had got the prize, I should have felt
almost as big as school-ma'am, and not wanted to mind
you any more." But Benny's pride was humbled;
he saw how selfish he had been, and how his ambitiouhad led him away from that humble dependence on
his heavenly Father which every child needs ; and he
came back to be a willing and obedient child again.
And now that he has grown up, he often says to the
children, as well as their parents, " God disappoints
you in order to keep you humble, and lead you back to
him ; so that disappointments are often only His best
blessings in disguise." But children do not always
think so, do they ?
For The Child's Paper.
JAPAN OPENING HER DOORS.
Do you remember what we told you about Japan
in the last year's August number of The Child's Paper ? How shipwrecked sailors were never befriended, and no vessel in distress was ever relieved. How
she would have nothing to do with other nations, and
wished other nations to have nothing to do with her.
In 1846, the United States sent to ask if she would
not render assistance to our ships when they were on
her coasts in distress. " No," growled Japan. But
we thought this barbarous conduct could not last
long, and that she must one day submit to the laws
of brotherhood and kindness. And good news to
this effect has lately been received. About three
years ago, the United States again determined to
knock at the door of Japan. President Fillmore sent
an interesting and neighborly letter—probably written by Daniel Webster—to the Emperor, and sent an
officer with nine ships to Japan. Here is the letter :
" I send you, by this letter, an officer of high rank,
who goes by my command to bear yon my greeting
and good wishes, and to promote friendship and commerce between the two countries.
"You know that the United States of America
now extend from sea to sea; that the great countries
of Oregon and California are parts of the United
States ; and that from these countries, which are rich
in gold and silver and precious stones, our steamers
can reach the shores of your happy laud in less than
twenty days.
" Many of our ships will now pass in every year,

and some perhaps in every week, between California
and China. These ships must pass along the coast
of your empire; storms and winds may cause them
to be wrecked on your shores, and we ask and expect
from your friendship and your greatness, kindness
for our men and protection for our property. We
wish that our people may be permitted to trade with
your people, but we shall not authorize them to break
any law of your empire'.
" Our object is friendly commercial intercourse, and
nothing more. You may have productions which we
should be glad to buy, and we have productions
which might suit your people.
"Your empire contains a great abundance of coal;
this is an article which our steamers, in going from
California to China, must use. They would be glad
that a harbor in your empire should be appointed to
which coal might be brought, and where they might
always be able to purchase it.
" In many other respects commerce between your
empire and our country would be useful to both."
The dispatch reached Japan in safety, and the
ships cruised about in those waters until the emperor
was ready to give his answer; for it seems this time
he did not mean to be hasty. Last February, the
fleet anchored in the bay of Jeddo, and in sight of the
capital, which the cautious Japanese thought a little
too near the shore; they however allowed them to
remain, and arrangements were made for a meeting
between Commodore Perry and the Japan Commissioners. A splendid hall was erected on shore supported by pillars decorated with purple crape and
surrounded by splendid Japonicas in full bloom,
some of which were thirty feet high. The floor was
covered with mats, and the seats and cushions with
crimson cloth. The Commodore and his suit landed
under a salute of seventeen guns, and marched to the
reception hall, the band playing "Hail Columbia,"
and the " President's March," where the Commissioners and their interpreters were waiting to receive
them. The conference lasted throe hours, carried on
in the Dutch language, and the draft of a treaty in
English, Dutch, Chinese, and Japanese, exptressing
what we wanted, that is, for our ships to enter some
of their ports, was handed to the Commissioners, who
returned a favorable answer to the request.
On the Commodore's return to the fleet, he sent
ashore the presents which our government intended
for the emperor, in case the negotiation took a favorable turn ; and perhaps you would like to know what
some of them were. The largest was a railway and
steam-engine—the railway was in a circle 300 yards
round. At first the Japanese were afraid to get into
the car; but after trying it once, they were highly
delighted and wanted to keep going. Among other
things were an electric telegraph, that I think must
surprise them still more, a printing-press, pictures
of our American Indians, maps of the different states,
and a great variety of oar improved farming tools.
To the empress was presented a telescope, a clock, a
parlor stove, a beautiful volume of American birds,
some fine dresses, and some other articles. The royal
interpreter had a copy of Webster's large Dictionary,
and gifts were distributed to other officers. These
things will start a thousand new ideas in the pagan
mind, and convince the Japanese, perhaps, that intercourse with civilized nations may on the whole prove
a great advantage to them.
But to the Christian there is something in these
events of still deeper interest. We remember the time
when China debarred foreigners from her empire, just
as Japan does. But trade kept knocking and knocking at her ports until they opened. And who went
in besides trade ? Why, missionaries, and the blessed
gospel of Jesus Christ, and now a million of Testaments are printing for China. And it will be just so
in Japan. The gospel of Jesus Christ, rejected and
despised there as it now is, will certainly enter those
ports—when or how we cannot tell; but the time
will come when that shall be; for the Scriptures declare that the heathen shall be given to Christ for
" his inheritance, and the uttermost parts of the earth
for his possession." If we do not see it, the children
will. Let them be looking and praying for it.
h. c. K.
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A chill and cloud envelope his way. Unseen danger
lurks on his track. Hark! the voice of warning:
" Prayerless days, broken vows, profaned Sabbaths !
hard a-starboard!" Quick as thought does he obey
the warning ? And as " lost character " looms in terrific boldness over his starboard bow, does he make
a short sheer to port ? If the eye is diverted, if there
is hesitation in giving the alarm, if there is less obedience at the helm, nothing but a miracle of grace
can save that soul from shipwrecked hopes and a lost
eternity. Young man, have you a good look-out at
your masthead ?
H. o. K.
For The Child's Paper
LOOK AT ME AT BLESSING.
A mother was one day talking to her children of
the importance of their behaving with propriety when
a blessing was asked at the table. She told them
that when their father asked a blessing, he was speaking to God. He was thanking him for his kindness
in supplying them with food, and asking his blessing
upon the food which he had given them. She told
them they must not be indifferent and inattentive,
but that they must close their eyes, clasp their hands,
and unite with their father in the prayer which he
was offering to God.
The next day little Mary took her seat at the
table with great promptness and delight. She closed
her eyes and hands as tight as possible, and exclaimed,
" Mother, mother, look at me at blessing."
Mary had not learned the most important part of
the lesson which her mother had attempted to teach
her. If she had been thinking of God, and had
known that he looks on the heart as well as on the
outward appearance, she would not have requested
her mother to look at her.
Children should remember that God sees them at
all times, and that " He knoweth the secrets of the
heart."

For The Child's Paper.
THE LOOK-OUT AT MASTHEAD.
The steamer Asia had a narrow escape on one of
her summer trips, from a huge iceberg on the Grand
Banks of Newfoundland. Going at the rate of ten or
twelve knots an hour, " she had just entered one of
those heavy clouds which lie on the surface of the ocean,
indicating the presence of a berg, when the look-out at
the fore-topmast-head sung out at the top of his voice,
' Iceberg! hard a-starboard!' Quick as thought the
helm obeyed the warning, and the ship took a short
sheer to port. Instantly the towering mountain of
ice with its cloud-piercing turrets loomed in terrific
grandeur over the ship's starboard bow. ' Meet
her,' roared the captain, and port went the helm.
The counter motion barely cleared the wheel-house
and stern of the ship from the iceberg, and the danger was past. A united scream from the timid rung
through the ship. The stout-hearted stood motionless and awe-stricken; and even the ship herself almost seemed to be sensible of the providence which
saved her and her freight of living hundreds from
destruction, for her motion ceased and she stood as
if paralyzed by the fright. Had the eyes of the lookout been diverted a single moment, had he hesitated to give the alarm but for a minute, or had the
ship been less obedient to her helm, nothing could
have saved a soul on board, and the fate of the Asia
would have been as profound a mystery as that of
the President."
Few can read this thrilling account without emotion. What, under God, saved this noble steamer ?
The quick eye, the instant warning, the obedient
helm. These were the instrumentalities of safety.
And as we dwell upon the circumstances, the mim^
instinctively turns to those moral icebergs that are
sweeping down the currents of society, clouding the
atmosphere, and crushing many a noble spirit by their
DOG LAWS.
terrible might.
Every summer the poor dogs suffer in our cities
A young man is steaming on his way in prosperous business. Every thing looks safe. But has he and villages, not merely from cruel boys, but by laws
a look-out at the fore-topmast-head ? Clouds gather and ordinances which require all stray ours who are
round. Danger is on his track. Hark! a voice from unmuzzled, to be killed. A correspondent whose pet
the masthead : " Useless expenses! failure! fraud! dog was a victim of such a law, takes part with the
hard a-starboard!" Quick as thought does the young " doggies," and barks at the dog-killers thus :
" If a cat may look on a king, a poor dog may drop
man obey the warning ? As ruin looms in terrific
grandeur over his starboard bow, does he make a a word to those in authority. Please, sirs, why am I
chained? Why am I muzzled? Why is a deathshort sheer to port ?
A young man has left his early home, and with writ issued against me ? I am not mad, most noble
strong and buoyant spirit, is dashing over the ocean fathers. I am only a poor little dog, but I can put my
of life. Sunshine is overhead. Favoring winds swell paw on my heart and declare that I have always
his sails. But has he a look-out at the masthead ? He tried to do the best I knew how; and can folks with
enters the heavy clouds which sometimes lie on the souls say that, I wonder ? Because one dog bites a
bosom of life's troubled waters. Are they not tokens man and makes him crazy, and ho dies, why must all
of hidden peril ? Hark! a voice at the masthead : dogs be hunted down, and muzzled, and murdered ?
" Now there are men with their two legs and souls
" Profligate companions! drinking, dissoluteness,
death! hard a-starboard!" Quick as thought does who make folks crazy, and cause them to die awful
the young man obey the warning? And as vice deaths too—howling and raving and cursing; why
looms in terrific wildness over his starboard bow, don't you muzzle them, your honors? They don't
bite, to be sure, but they sell and give drink, and
docs he make a short sheer to port ?
A young man has embarked on life's sea freighted drink that maddens ; and what's the moral difference
with eternal hopes. The word of God seems to be his between a bite and a drink ? What the moral differchart, faith his compass, and the obedient will at ence between delirium tremens and hydrophobia, I
the helm. The prayers of pious friends go with him. should like to know ; and which is there the most of,
God's people watch his course with grateful joy. I should like to know? Are not the effects about
The Sun of righteousness seems to illume his path alike, and the symptoms pretty much so ? Don't
by day, the Star of Bethlehem by night: all seems they both hate water like poison. Well, your honors,
well with him. But has he a look-out at the mast- why don't you muzzle them ? Why do they go at
head ? There is a change in the spiritual atmosphere. large, making a business of it, carrying death and dis-
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ease and torment into family after family, upon little
children and grown up men, and upon strong young
men, making many a poor dog blush for his master?
Please your honors, consistency is a jewel, a very big
one ; but I'm only one of the little doggies."
For The Child's Paper.
HOW IT STRIKES A STRANGER.
Dr. Duff, the distinguished Scotch missionary, who
visited this country a few months ago, on his return
home made a speech four hours long before the General Assembly of the Free church in Scotland, telling
the people what he saw in the United States. Among
other things, he says, " In all the northern states,
what have been called common schools have been got
up at the public expense. They voluntarily tax
themselves for these, and children are hero taught
free; and in every new state they set apart millions
of acres to be devoted some day to education. In
every district of sixteen miles square, they set apart
one square mile, or the sixteenth part, as a fund for
common education when that district is planted with
human beings. Why, it is astonishing to see the edifices they get up there for educational purposes. They
say that they will have nothing to do with small, paltry, close, confined, ill-ventilated school-houses. Their
common school-houses in New York and elsewhere are
like palaces, three or four stories high; and they get
some 1,500 or 2,000 children to attend. They are
really furnished up and replenished most tastefully
and handsomely, and the rooms are remarkably healthy
and airy. G o into one of these crowded rooms, containing 500 children, and as far as fresh air is concerned,
you may almost as well go into the airiest drawingroom or saloon in Edinburgh. And the training of the
children in these schools is admirable. Why, every
little boy in any of them has the idea that he may some
day be the President of the United States ; and why
should he not endeavor to become a great man ? The
whole training is well fitted to develope not only the
mental faculties, but to inculcate the duties of citizenship. There is an energy and vigor, and an apparently preoociuuS-thoughtfulness and free outspokenness,
in even a boy of the age of twelve, that makes him
appear already a little man. This is the training
which these children are receiving for American citizenship."
You will here see how the superior advantages
which you enjoy astonish the strangers who visit our
shores. Truly can the children of this land say,
" The lines have fallen to us in pleasant places; yea,
we have a goodly heritage." This is the language of
David in view of his privileges. And what else did he
say ? Did he think mere privileges would build him
up, and make him happy and wise and strong? No,
for he adds, " I have set thk Lord always before me;
because he is on my right hand, I shall not be
moved ; therefore my heart is glad. In his presence
is fulness of joy; at His right hand there are pleasures
for evermore." Just so must it be with us: in order
that our privileges may become real blessings, making
us strong and wise and faithful, we " must set tub
Lord always before us," and feel our responsibility
to him for a diligent improvement of them.
A LITTLE GIRL'S LETTER TO HER AUNTY.
" My puss has got four kittens. Oh, they are such
beauties. They are Maltese. I am going to sell them
for ten cents a piece; mother says I may, and pussy
is willing as soon as they are weaned. That will
make forty cents. That is my missionary money.
George says puss is a missionary cat. I love my
Child's Paper dearly, aunty. Father says it is beautiful. Father reads it to me. I liked that story
about ' My mother knows best.' My mother knows
best, but I don't always think so. I can't somehow,
my naughty heart wont let mo. But I mean to try
to, for I loved that little girl. Aunty, is n't it a great
deal better to bo good ? I am tired of writing any
more. From somebody you love, and somebody who
loves you.
" anne."
Sleep is death's younger brother, and so like him
that I never dare trust him without prayer.
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seemed to regard her as a good-for-nothing, and EmThe service was over, and Julia cprne home, but
ma began to think herself hardly worthy of paying with a flushed face and an aching head. Her new
them a visit in their grand city house.
dress was so uncomfortably tight that it did not
By and by her aunt fell sick, and household per- allow her to breathe with ease, and she begged her
plexities thickened in the family. Jane the cook ran mother to lot her remain at home in the afternoon.
off, and Bridget the chambermaid left them in the Moreover she had heard one of her companions say
lurch, and the three sisters were in great distress; to another, "Do see; Julia Jones has got on her
for in the fine arts of housekeeping they were not winter bonnet so soon." It occurred to Julia that she
accomplished, nor did they seem to possess the useful had put on her winter attire too early in the season,
faculty of helping themselves. One day some gruel and she was so much the slave of public opinion, that
had to bo made for their sick mother : " I suppose I can nothing annoyed her more than to feel that this or
make it," said one of the sisters—" nothing but meal that person would not think her dress proper.
and water stirred togetherand she went into the
Poor Julia! my heart ached for her. Her happiFor The Child's Paper. kitchen and sifted half a bowl of meal, and set a pan ness ended as happiness always does which we expect
THE BROOK.
of water on the stove, and she stirred the meal in; from such sources: she had made, in all her plans
Little brook, where is your home 1
and after it had boiled a few moments, poured it and thoughts and feelings for that day, the greatest
From the mountain do you come 1
out to take to the invalid. " What wretched-look- possible mistake, a mistake of the most serious naTruant, have you lost your way,
ing stuff," cried the second sister; "the meal is all ture, one which would affect her whole life in this
That so far you seem to stray 1
settled at the bottom." "Stir it up, then," cried world, and perhaps in the world to come. She
the first sister angrily ; but still it settled, and she thought she should look uncommonly well on that
Stealing softly through the grass,
grated half a nutmeg over it in order to make it look Sabbath; but she was thinking only of her appearYet betraying where you pass,
nicer, but it only hid the uncooked meal at the bot- ance in the sight of her fellow-creatures, and she did
By the soft and lively green
Of your pretty velvet screen.
tom ; and they took it to the sick lady, who, at the not once ask herself how she should appear in the
very first spoonful, fell back on her pillow and beckoned sight of God. She did not recollect that " the Lord
Peeping from its hiding-place,
her daughters to take it away. When the doctor seeth not as man seeth; for man looketh on the outSoon is seen your laughing face.
came and saw it on the table, he bluntly asked, " Who ward appearance, but God looketh on the heart."
Whither now, so full of glee,
made this stuff?" and " whether there was not some- She had forgotten to prepare her heart for the worLittle brooklet, do you flee 1
body in the house who could cook a little gruel." ship of God. When He looked upon her that day in
Down the mossy bank you glide,
The young ladies looked both mortified and perplexed, his house, he must have seen her thoughts, "that
Where the fragrant violets hide,
but made no reply, and probably they would gladly they were vanity."
Where the gentle summer breeze
have bargained any of their costly ornamental work
How important it is that our preparation for the
Whispers in the leafy trees ;
for a nice bowl of gruel.
worship of God should be such as he will approve.
Where the song of merry bird
"Where's Emma?" whispered the sick mother; "He desireth truth in the inward parts." "The
In the shadowy grove is heard,
"perhaps she knows." Emma was called, and modest- sacrifices of God are a broken spirit: a broken and
As he flits from spray to spray,
ly presented herself. " Can you make your poor sick contrite heart, 0 God, thou wilt not despise."
Carolling his joyous lay.
aunt some gruel ?" asked the doctor, who had before
When the winter's icy chains
minded the diffident little girl. " I make it for my
CHILDREN IN INDIANA,
Circle round your leaping veins,
mother, sir," answered Emma. " And ho w do you go to
Editoe op The Child's Papek : You may think
Pretty brook, your song will cease
work, my child ? for there is a knowing how to every it very strange that two little girls from the woods of
Till the spring your bands release.
thing." " We take a spoonful of meal to a quart of Indiana, should write any thing for The Child's Pawater, with a little salt, and set it boiling an hour," per ; but we take so much delight in reading it, that
Throughfthe fields and meadows gay,
answered Emma, deeply blushing ; " it thickens, and we would like to tell the little readers about it. We
Then you take your winding way,
is no more than a pint, may be." " Right," ex- •are very fond of our kind teacher and of our fresh
And the little flowers rejoice, %
claimed the old family doctor; " the child knows; prairie flowers, but when we hear from the post-office,
As they list your silvery voice.
j.
glad to find all useful knowledge not wholly lost: go that The Child's Paper has come, we almost dance for
For The^Child's Paper. and make it."
joy—the pretty stories of good children, the bright
"I SEE THEM."
Emma did as she was bidden, and by the time the pictures, but above all, the gentle teachings of the
"Ann Loraine, just before her death, exclaimed, doctor returned from a visit to a neighboring patient, word of God, to tell us our duty to him and the way
with a sweet smile,' Oh, papa, I see them up there the gruel was made ; it was not warm meal and wa- to heaven. From
eosanna and melinda.
ter, but as nice a bowl of gruel as ever was, the
those little children—those good little children,
Memoir of Mrs. Hamlin.
meal thoroughly cooked and thickened by the cooking.
see them!'"
In order to accomplish any thing good or great,
The sick lady was much refreshed by it, and she felt you must first have a purpose; you do not so much
Oh yes, papa, I see them
very grateful to the little girl for that help which her need a power to do, as a will to labor.
In their robes of shining light;
daughters could not render. " Oh," she said, " never
I see them gazing at me
did I realize so much the value of a bowl of gruel, or
With eyes so softly bright.
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